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passions.   As for our enamoured sexagenarians, they avenge
the theories of our cold-hearted youth.

Mr. Phcobus was an eminent host. It delighted him to
aeo people pleased, and pleased under his influence. He
had a belief, not without foundation, that everything was
done better under his roof than under that of any other
person. The banquet in the air on the present occasion
could only be done justice to by tho courtly painters of
the reign of Louis XV. Vanloo, and Wattean, and Lancre
would have caught the graceful groups, and the well-
arranged colours, and the faces, some pretty, some a little
alFccted ; the ladies on fantastic chairs of wicker-work, gilt
and curiously painted ; tho gentlemen, reclining on the
turf, or bending behind them with watchful care. The
little tables, all different, the soups in delicate cups of
Sevres, the wines in golden glass of Venice, the ortolans,
tho Italian confectionary, the bright bouquets, were worthy
of the soft and invisible music that resounded from the
pavilion, only varied by the coquetish scream of some
macaw, jealous amid all this novelty and excitement of not
being noticed.

* It is a scene of enchantment,* whispered the chief patron
of British art to Madame Phoebus.

'I always think luncheon in the air rather jolly/ said
Madame Phoebus.

* It is perfect romance ! * murmured the chief patron of
British art to Euphrosyne.

1 With a due admixture of reality,' she said, helping him
to an enormous truffle, which she extracted from its nap-
kin. * You know you must eat it with butter.'

Lothair was glad to observe that, though in refined
society, none were present with whom he had any previous
acquaintance, for he had an instinctive feeling that if Hugo
Bohun had been there, or Bertram, or the Duke of Brecon,
or any ladies with whom he was familiarly acquainted, ae